TheTragedie 

Would temptvntoa clofc exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord, l know a difeonterted Gentleman, 
Whofe humble meancs match not his haughtie minde, 
Gold were as good as twcntic Orators, 

And willnodoubttcmpthimtoany thing. 

King. What is his name ? 

Boy. HisnamemyLprd,isTirrell. 

King.. Goecall him hither prcfently. 

Thcdeepc reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more (hall be the neighbour to my counfell, 

Hath held long held out with me vntirde, 

And (lops he now for breath ? 

Ente ■ Darby. 

How now, what newes wiflf you i 

Dar. My Lord, I hearethe Marquette Dorfct 
Is fled to Richmond, in thole parts beyond the Teas where 
hcabiucs. 

King. Catcsby. Cat. My Lord. 

King. Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe : 

Enquire me out fomc meane borne Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter, 

The boy is foolifh,and I fearc not him s 
Looke how thou dream ft : I fay againc,giucout 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die. 

About it, for it ftands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whole growth may damage me, 

I mull be married to my brothers daughter, 

Orelfe my kingdom? 1 $m^s on brittle glatte, 

Murther her brothers, anathen marry her, 
Vncertaineway ofgaine,butI am in 
So farre in blood, that fin plucke on fin, 

Tcare falling pittiedweU not in this cye« 

EnterTirrel. 

Isthy nameTirrell? 

■yir. lames Tirrel,and your mod obedient fubicct^ 
King. Art thou indeed? 
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T/V.Proue me my gracious faueraigne. 

King. Dar ft thourelolueto kill a friend ofminc? 

Kir. I my Lord, but I had rather kill two'deepc enemies. 

King, r^hy there thou haft it, two deepe enemies, 

Foesto myreft,and royfwecte fleepesdifturbs, 

Are they that 1 would haue thee dealc vpon: 

Tirrel, /meane thofe baftards in the Tower. 

T in Let me haue open meanes to come to thefn, 

And foone /lerid you from the feare of them. 

Cing. Thou fingft fweete muficke. Come hither Tirrill. 

Go by that token, rife and lend thine care. He whijpers in hit 

Tisnomorcbutfo,fay itj^done (eare. 

And I will lone thee, and prefere thee too. 

Kir. Tis done my gracious Lord. 

King. Shall we heare from thee Tirrel , ere wc fleepe. ? 

Enter Buckingham. 

Tir. Ye lhall my Lord. 

Buc. My Lord, /haue con fidcred in my mind. 

The late demaund that you did found mein. 

King. Well, let that Patte , Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 

Buc . /heare that newes my Lord. 

King. Stanly he is your wiucs fonpe; Wz\ looke too it. 

Buc. My Lord , /claime your gift, my due by promife, 

For which your honor and your faith is pawnd, 

The Earlcdome ofHerford and the moueablcs, 

The which you promifed 1 fliould polTelTc. » 

King. Stanly looke to your wife, if fheconuey 
Letters to Riehmood you lhall anfwcrc if. 

Buc. What fayes your highnefieto my iuft demaund? 

King. As l remember, Henry the fixt 
Did prophefiethat Richmond fliould be king, 

/Then Richmond was a little pecuifli boy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. Buck. Mv Lord.. 

King. How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me, /being bv, that /fhould kill him. 

Buck, My Lord, your promife for the Earldomc. 

King. Richmond, when laft / was at Exeter, 

The Maior in curtefie (hewed me the Gallic, 


/Z- is it. 
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